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April! 

‘April Fool!” 

Who's April fooled ? 
It might be you, it might be me, 
If we were not so wise to see 
That April's tears are ‘‘all in fun,” 
That April's smiles are quickly won. 
Behind her handkerchief of cloud 
Her blue, blue eyes she may enshroud, 
And almost drown you with a flood 
Of sudden tears in merry mood. 
The children of the grass and flowers 
Rejoice in April's passing showers; 
Shadow and sun each other chase 
In smiles and tears across her face, 
And what in earth was hidden, bright 
Her wiles are coaxing into sight, 
And life that hid away in gloom 
Comes bursting forth in gladdening bloom. 
What wonder songsters find their voice, 
And earth its soul, and all Rejoice 
With thee, O April! Zhou hast fooled 
The tomb alone, for thou hast ruled 
That Life must quicken — Zaster bring to sight 
Our Risen Lord, Sweet Prince of Love and Life! 


The “Brightside” boys are filling the 
editor’s chair with credit to themselves and 
Mr. Field. We made a misstatement. 
The Champion, their paper, is offered now 
for 50 cents a year instead of $1.00. Ad- 
dress, The Champion, Brightside, Colo. 


Helen Pain sends us a duplicate of her 
little poem which was mislaid. We leave 
it over for lack of space. 

Alma Anderson, too, sends us a nice 
little story of her own authorship, which we 
will give you in the future. 


Wee Wisdom 


Wee Wispom will be furnished in quanti- 
ties to Sunday Schools at the following 
rates: 


10 to 24 copies, 30 cents each per year. 
25 to 49 copies, 25 cents each per year. 
50 to 100 copies, zU cents each per year. 


The mamma of a Wisdom wants to know 
just what kind of thoughts to think to heal 
chickens of cholera and to rid chicken- 


houses of mice. We wonder if our Joy 
won’t help her out? Who doesn’t know 
that Intelligence is everywhere present, 
and responds when it is addressed? 


As if it were not good enough that 
Mother Truth and Mother Goose are to 
unite their efforts on your behalf, we 
hear of “Daddy Gander” getting in his 
part. Fortunate children you are! We 
will welcome “Daddy Gander” with a 
glad “hurrah!” and you’ll all want to 
make his acquaintance. | 


Names For the Truth Baby. 


The names sent in up to the present 
date are: 


Paul — Howard Verne 
Royal Dewe Solomon 
Kenneth Russe Harold 
Mark Leo John 
Cassius David 


Truman 


Aren’t you glad of “Tue New Partner- 
sHip?” What a delightful span of mothers 
they will make — Mother Truth and Mother 
Goose. Our artist, Mr. Filleau, has just 
really made us feel as if he was right on 
the spot and sawit all. Now, if you can 
bring in a whole lot of new boys and girls 
with their subscriptions we will soon be 
able to get Mr. Filleau to do much 
of this kind of delightful thing for us. 
This is Ye Kditor’s Easter gift to you, 
and it would take a lot of new subscriptions 
to cover it if she was to charge it up to 
Wee Wispom. She would be glad to 
demonstrate “a mint of money” to spend 
in making Truth attractive for her Wis- 
doms. But the dear Lord knows what ye 
have need of. 
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APRIL’S GUEST. 


HELEN AUGUSTA FUSSELL. 


Daffy-down-dilly 
Has a new bonnet. 

It’s a lovely shade of yellow, 
And it hasa frill upon it. 


Daffy-down-dilly 
Has a gown o’ green. 

She wears her best dress every day, 
Just like any queen. 


An Easter Lesson. 


AUNT SEG. 


ILHELM and Paul were brothers 
who did not agree very well in 
their work or in their play. 
Perhaps it was because there 
was quite a difference in their 

ages, Wilhelm being nine, and Paul five 
years of age, but I have noticed that some- 
times older brothers are not always as kind 
to the little ones as they ought to be. 

Now it was their daily task to bring the 
wood in for their mamma, and sometimes 
little Paul would bring in more than Wil- 
helm, and sometimes Wilhelm would let 
him do it, which was not fair, you see. 

Now, Wilhelm had a very loving heart, 
and he really wanted to be good, but he 
often found it easier to be bad, and this 
was a great trial to his mamma, who did so 
earnestly wish her little boys to be kind 
and good. 

Wilhelm would often say when he had 
been behaving badly, “I wish I was 
better,” but would forget that good wish 
very soon and give everyone around him 
so much trouble. 

Of course Wilhelm’s bad conduct had its 
influence upon Paul, who had been a dear 
little fellow. but he soon began to show up 
in a very bad light, because he was follow- 
ing a bad example. 

You know, children, there are forty days 
called “ Lent,” which come before Easter, 


and you know Easter is a day kept in, 
memory of our dear Lord as he arose from 
the dead. The resurrection is like rising- 
out of darkness into light, and to us, 
especially it means to rise above wrong: 
thinking and wrong doing. 

‘Forty days” has a very deep meaning 
also. It means the days and weeks and 
months and years of careful thinking and 
doing that it takes before we are able to. 
rise out of the grave of sin and wretched- 
ness. True living is what we need, 
children, whether we are little or grown 
up, and this is what Wilhelm needed, both 
for himself and his little brother, who was. 
sure to act just as he saw his older brother 
act. 

Wilhelm knew about Easter and what it 
meant. He also knew that the forty days. 
of “Lent” meant a time of trying to grow 
purer in heart, so one day when he had 
been very bad indeed, and his mamma was. 
very sad over it, he thought a long time, 
and talked it over with himself in this way:. 

“T wonder what makes me so bad; I 
hate it, because it worries mamma so, and 
I just know I make Paulie act horrid, or I 
s’pose I do, ’cause he was a good enough 
boy when he was little. He’s mean enough 
now anyway, and keeps me mad half of the 
time bothering around with him. I don’t. 
s’pose I can blame him though, if I’ve set. 
him a bad example.” 
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Wilhelm did not speak any more of his 
thoughts out loud, but he went on think- 
ing. He sat on the grass, and you could 
see that he was doing some very good 
thinking, for he pulled hard at the grass, 
and occasionally gave the ground a pretty 
hard thump with his fist. 

Now Wilhelm had a grown-up sister 
whom he loved very much, and she, too, 
was much distressed when he had one of 
his naughty spells, and now just as he gave 
the ground that last vigorous punch she 
came and sat down beside him, saying with 
a laugh, “I am almost afraid to sit near 
that mighty fist, but hold on to it, Wilhelm, 
so that I shall not be in danger, will you?” 

“You needn’t be afraid, Sis, I’m only 
thumping my badness.” 

“What have you been doing now, dear?” 

“Oh, the same old story, quarrelling. 
with Paul. I’m just sick of myself.” 

* Well, little brother, when you come to 
that state of mind, there’s hope for you.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Wilhelm, 
looking at her in surprise. 

“ What self are you sick of, Wilhelm?” 

Wilhelm looked as if he did not under- 
stand, and sister explained. 

“ There seems to be two of you, Wilhelm, 
for there is a little boy of your name and 
size at our house who is at times very 
good, and then again he seems quite other- 
wise, another boy, in fact. There is a self 
of you which was born of God and is His 
child; that self is the good Wilhelm. 
Now the bad boy we call ‘ Wilhelm’ also.” 

“Well, what am I to do about it?” 

“You see, dear, we have to deal with two 
natures, one is from our Father (God), and 
the other we take on from the world, and 
it really does not belong to us, nor will it 
ever belong to us until it gives up to our 
better nature or to the real Wilhelm, 
who is the child of God. That side of us 
which wants to be selfish and mean — 
which calls names and makes ugly faces, 
must become converted or made good. 
Now it cannot become good except you — 
the real Wilhelm—take it in hand and 
teach it to be true, and you can never do 
this except your wise and loving Heavenly 
Father helps you. It is He who gives you 


the good sense to lift up and purify this 
disposition to be bad, for it is much likea 
poor ignorant child that knows no better, 
but you know better, for God gives you of 
His own Wisdom to know right from 
wrong. Do you understand me?” 

“Yes, I think I do,” he replied. 

“ Now, when you want the largest piece 
of candy, it is that selfish self who is act- 
ing the pig. If you would think a bit you 
would say to that selfish disposition, 
Pshaw! I don’t want to be a pig; Paul 
may have half, anyway; then, after a few 
times of doing right you will feel generous, 
and perhaps give the biggest share, and 
that generous state of mind is real happi- 


“ness, Wilhelm.” 


“It don’t look easy, Sister.” 
“No, not at first, but practice makes 
perfect, little brother. Now, Wilhelm, is it 


. generous to tease Paul?” 


“Well, he teases me.” 

“But, dear, who taught him to tease? 
and, Wilhelm, Paul is only a little more 
than half your age.” 

“Oh, I know I’m mean as dirt, but you 
see he’s just as bad. I tell you, Sis, it isn’t 
so easy for a fellow to be good!” 

“Don’t I know, dear, that it is not easy? 
but will you go on all your life this way?” 

“Not if I can help it; only tell me how.” 

“Tt is coming ‘ Lent,’ Wilhelm, and we 
are going to try to keep it sacred. What 
will you do?” 

“Stop fighting with Paulie, I suppose.” 

“Now, dear, Iam going to try to keep 
every evil thought out of my mind,” said 
his sister. a 

“T didn’t know you ever had any bad 
thoughts.” 

“Well, I do have, Wilhelm, and I am 
ashamed to have to confess it to my little 
brother who needs the best of sisters. I 
am quite too apt to condemn people who 
don’t suit me, and you know our Lord 
taught us to judge no man, sol am going 
to try, with His help, to stop condemning.” 

“ Well, I will try to do better if you will 
help me,” said Wilhelm. 

“Indeed I will. Now if I were you I 
would try to do everything, whether in 


work or play, for Christ’s sake, and that 
will keep you straight.” 
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“How would you start out?” 

“Well, in the morning I would ask the 
Lord’s help for every moment in the day, 
and then I would keep thinking as I 
worked or played, ‘I am doing all things 
for Christ’s sake.’” 

“TI should forget in ten minutes if Paul 
sassed me.” 

“No doubt you would at first, but keep 
starting over again each time, and you 
would soon learn to remember.” 

“ Will you help me remember?” 

“T will.” 

“And you won’t scold?” 

“Tll try not to.” 

“And you won’t tattle on me to mamma, 
when you know I’m trying not to be 
mean?” 

“No, dear, I won’t.” 


“It’s a bargain. Ill muke a try of it, 
anyway,” and his young face took on an 
earnest look of resolution which promised 
success. 

Sister told mamma, and mamma told papa 
that Wilhelm was going to try to be good, 
and they all fervently promised each other 
_to be patient and helpful to the dear boy, 
_and really, children, it was very good 
practic for tehm all, as they found when 
they discovered that they, who were grown- 
ups, had to keep as close a watch over 
themselves as Wilhelm did over himself; 
but it was a great success all around at 
last, for it took the whole forty days and a 
good many more to convert that selfish 
self and make it obedient to its higher 
nature. 

On Easter morning as Wilhelm lay 
awake in his little white bed, sister came 
and, kneeling by his bedside, twined her 
arms around him and said, “ Little brother, 
_you have done well; I am sure our Lord 
has seen your earnest efforts to be good, 
and has sent His angels to help you, and 
Wilhelm, He has helped me, too, so that I 
no longer feel like condemning other 
people.” 

Mamma held him closely to her heart and 
called him her good boy. Papa put his 
hand on the curly head and said, “ My son 
_is getting to be quite a man.” And Paulie 
really was forgetting how to quarrel. 


CHILDREN’S SERMON. 


FLORENCE HARVEY. 


Tue Bus. 
Let us take a lily bulb and hold it in 


our hand. You can hardly realize that 


anything so beautiful as our Easter Lily 
can come forth from a little round, brown 
object, looking so very “meek and lowly.” 
Yet, if you will plant this funny little ball, 
you will find it can do something wonder- 
ful. It does not show on the outside, but 
“within” the beautiful perfect “Spirit 
of God” dwells in the heart of every atom 
of which the bulb is composed, whispering 
the directions just how to grow and be a 
gorgeous lily. 

As we hold the bulb in our hand we 
would not dream unless we already knew 
what will happen if we plant it, the 
possibilities contained in it; nevertheless, 
whether we know it or not, all the poten- 
tial qualities of being a beautiful lily lie 
sleeping “within” that funny brown ball. 

Each one of us is just like the lily bulb, 
for “within” we hold the possibilities of 


- being just such a beautiful man or woman 


as the full blown lily is to the bulb. 
Jesus Christ was one of God’s children 
who had arrived at this place where the 
ure, white, fragrant lily represents him. 
eis the most perfect man that has ever 
lived, and that is why God was so delighted 
and called him “ My beloved son in whom 
I am well pleased.” 
As we follow in the footsteps of Jesus 


‘ Christ, who has made “the way” and given 


us an example to follow, we too will be 
able to unfold to correspond to the full 
blown lily. 

The lily passes through many changes 
in its unfoldment; first, it is a bulb, then 
next it must be put in the ground, watered, 
and warmed by the sun; then the root is 
thrown down, and the stalk appears above 
ground, grows to a sufficient height, and 
lastly the full blown lily is evolved. Some 
of us may be compared to the bulb before 
it is put in the ground in the state of our 
soul unfoldment, and perhaps a few have 
gotten as far as the stalk, but Jesus Christ 
in his perfect knowledge of the spiritual 
laws and his at-one-ment with God is the 
only one who corresponds to the pure, 
white, sweet-smelling lily. 

God will be just as pleased when any 
other of His beloved children reaches this 
beautiful place of soul unfoldment, and 
which we must each do some day, at some 
time, for what one of His children has done 
we can each do. and then He will say to us 
as he did to Jesus Christ, “This is my 
beloved son, in whom I am well pleased.” 
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The Garden, the Gate, and the Key. 


MARY BREWERTON DE WITT. 
CHAPTER VIII.—ROSE. 


46 GIRLS!” called Prudence, 
running up to where Faith 
and Patience awaited her in 
the meadow, “Uncle Noble 
is coming here at sharp four 
o’clock and will take us to see the sick 
child who lives with her grandma—the 
same old woman he bought oranges of, 
you know! Won’t it be nice? and I have 
some good things in this little basket 
mother gave me to take to her —there are 
eggs, home-made bread, and jelly and 
sponge cake. It must be very lonely for 
her just living with her grandma and no 
one to play with, and think, in bed all the 
time! but Uncle says she is not so sick as 
the old lady thinks, that she needs plenty 
of good food and fresh air and sunshine, 
that such things will cure her quicker than 
medicine. Here comes Uncle now. Well, 
if there isn’t Rover with him! I wonder if 
Rover thinks he can go.” 

“Oh, yes, we'll take Rover along,” 
answered the uncle, coming up to where 
they stood waiting for him. ‘ Here, Rover, 
lie down, that’s a good dog. Now, girls, 
sit down and hear my plan, and see if you 
approve. I suppose Prudence has told 
you where we are going — over the hill to 
the orange woman’s house, not to buy 
oranges, but to take some food for the 
little girl and her grandma. I went to see 
them the other day, and you little girls 
that always have plenty of good food and 
warm clothes can’t know anything about 
how poor I found these people. The 
grandma works hard to have enough to 
eat for the little girl. Now, what we want 
to do is to help them and then put them in 
a way to help themselves.” 

‘‘ Let’s show them the way to the beauti- 
ful garden,” chimed in Prudence. 

“Yes, little Prudence, that is what uncle 
is trying to do.” 

“How are you going to do it?” 

“Why, you must know that part of it, 
Prudence, for you helped me, and now 


you and Faith and Patience and Noble 
Comfort are all going to help the old lady 
and her Rose, and see what good work we 
can do together.” 

“Ts that the little girl’s name?” asked 
Prudence. “Isn’t it pretty?” 

“Yes,” answered Uncle Noble, “her 
name is Rose, and this little Rose like 
other roses needs fresh air and sunshine. 
Now,.you little children have seen the 
little two-roomed cottage back of Uncle’s 
greenhouse; here the little rooms are cool 
enough and yet bright and sunshiny. The 
cottage hasn’t been used for some time, 
and will be comfortable for any one.” 

“Oh! Oh!” interrupted Prudence, “I 
know what you are going to do.” 

‘Well, as you’ve guessed the rest, come 
on, all of you, and we’ll make our way over 
the hill and tell little Rose.” 

They started off in good spirits, Uncle 
Noble leading the way, the three little 
girls beside him hand in hand, and Rover 
bounding along the path, now on this side, 
now on that. It being a short distance 
they had soon reached the door of the little 
cottage. 

Here Uncle Noble knocked. A little 
voice piped, “Come in,” and they entered, 
Prudence going in first. That which met 
their eyes was a small tidy room. On one 
side near the only window was an old 
fashioned big bedstead. In this lay a 
little child of about seven or eight years 
of age. About her face was a tangle of 
brown curls, and beneath them a pair of 
gentle blue eyes. She looked surprised to 
see so many strange faces all at one time, 
but she was not afraid and smiled, saying 
pleasantly, “How do you do? Grandma 
has gone out, but I think she’ll be home 
soon. She’ll be very glad to see you.” 

“We came to see you as well as your 
grandma,” said Mr. Comfort. 

“Yes, we came to tell you Uncle’s plan,” 
added Prudence. The little girl opened 
her blue eyes as if she did not quite under- 
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stand. “This is Uncle—this gentleman 
here, he’s my Uncle Noble Comfort — and 
he has a plan, such a lovely plan,” 
exclaimed Prudence, patting her uncle’s 
hand. ! 

“Oh,” said little Rose, turning to Mr. 
Comfort, “are you the gentleman who sent 
the pretty rose to me? My name is Rose, 
you know, and I do love roses and all kinds 
of flowers.” 

“T am that person,” answered Mr. Com- 
fort smiling. “And now we’ll explain to 
you about the plan Prudence speaks of, 
and you may tell your grandma and see 
what she has to say to it. You see I know 
‘something about flowers and what is good 
for them, and a little Rose like yourself 
needs much air and sunshine, for that is 
what is given to the roses that grow in my 
garden and they thrive under such treat- 
ment. Now, when your grandma comes 
you tell her that Noble Comfort wants this 
Rose to blossom in his garden with the 
-other flowers in the sunshine.” 

“Oh, away from my grandma’s?” asked 
Rose, looking frightened. 

“Oh, no, no,” said Faith, “ Uncle Noble 
wants both of you.” 

“Yes, indeed, both of you, and I have the 
-cosiest, sunniest little room for you and 
your grandma, and the prettiest little 
rustic chair for a little girl to sit in out 
in the sunshine until she gets well and 
strong and can run about with these other 
-children.” 

“Oh!” sighed Rose, “wouldn’t it be 
-oh, so lovely, just like the fairy stories 
grandma sometimes tells to me.” 

“Well, it is quite true, my little Rose, 
-and I will come around tomorrow with a 
little wagon and shall expect you and 
.grandma to be all ready to go with us 
home.” 

“T’ll tell grandma all about it when she 
-comes in,” said Rose. 

“My mother gave me this little basket 
for you,” said Prudence, stepping nearer 
‘to the bedside. “I am going to leave it on 
the table. Your grandma will open it 
when she comes. There are bread and 
fresh eggs and some nice jelly inside. I 


-guess we’ll have to go now for I see Uncle 
-looking at his watch.” 


“Yes, come girls, for poor Rover is 
growing impatient. I hear him whining 
outside the door now,” said Uncle. 

So away they went leaving the little girl 
smiling with happiness, and looking quite 
like a little rose for her cheeks were pink 
with pleasure at the joyous prospect. 

(To be continued.) 


KISS MONEY. 
AUNT EMMA. 


’Tis a beautiful country, this Land of the Real, 

Where nothing is stolen, for no one can steal. 

There’s an even exchange, and everything sought 

Is paid for in coin of golden thought. 

In the wonderful storehouse is everything good 

From sweet smiles and happiness to clothing and 
food. 

When you go to this storehouse to buy something 
nice, 

Be sure to take with you a liberal price — 

Love answers for money, though you may think 
it strange — 

And queerest of all, sweet kisses make change. 


A QUEER LITTLE HOUSE. 


[TDEAR Wee Wisdoms, I want to tell you 


about a little house. It is oval 
shaped and has no doors or windows. It 
looks as if no one lived in it, and yet we 
know that life is there, even though we 
cannot see it’ But how can that life get 
out of the house when there are no doors 
or windows to gothrough? Does it say, “I 
do not see any way out, and I know I can’t 
get out and I won’t try to get out?” No, it 
does not say that, but says, ‘I can get out, 
I know I can,” and goes to work with its 
little bill and keeps pecking at the walls of 
its house until it makes an opening. Then 
out it comes a beautiful little chick. So we 
know we can get out of the house of mortal 
thought, but we have to keep pecking at 
the walls with good spiritual thoughts 
until the walls of mortal thought will, 
like the egg shell, fall and crumble away, 
and we can manifest what we really 
are —the Good in all its wondrous beauty 
and life. We praise the Good that we are 
irresistible Spiritual life. —A. W. 


— 


BY 


: 
: - 
} "eS 


7 


Keep 


the other, how Shpll Ideseribe her, 
gueenly, So talland So fairs 
W: In snowsy-white a trailing 
ith the sunshine of love in her lyies 


| 
ursery over thé wes FZ 
py) Kwe best friends of the 
tesetier the other day yg 
| nd of ONS YOU CAN when] tell yeu 
— OF her gueer tall and — old 
| | Din and nose that bow low to eachother, 
love her Jingles and Ditties, 
| Ane then forever fin | 
| Ghild=cayys will lose half their pleasures, 
| Unaccuaimted with dearM@THER 
| 


her 


(HER Forever together $O 0 


thes his in the wil lend 
Fer Substance to 


WONG 


learning LO know E | 
« his pure, GFALIOUS outhg 
We all feel aJdoy and a 
NY \\ I the presence of Sweet MOTHER TRUTH. | 
| 
| 
| 


[These seed words are contributed from month to 
month by the Wee Wisdom Society of Merchantville, New 
_ Jersey, and are for the use of all WEE Wispom’s Truth 


sowers.] 


Class Word—My Worps (THe Curist 
Worps) are Spirit, anD THEY 
ARE LIFE. 


Jewel Word — Love. 
Song Word —Truts tn Sona, No. 2. 
Verse Word — 


Tne unwarped faith that believeth and 
hopeth all things. 
“All things are possible to them that believe.” 


The freshness and purity that beholdeth 
Good always. 


“ Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall 
see God.” 


[To BE MEMORIZED. } 


UNCLE JOHN’S COLUMN. - 


OU should have peeped in on us Sun- 
day morning when the question came 
as to what kind ofa crop of Word seeds 
we wanted to plant in our Wee Wisdom 
garden for April. After careful considera- 
tion “ Love” was decided upon as being 
the Jewel seed, and the first and second 
verses of “‘ What Wee Wisdom Stands For” 
as our Verse seed for April. 
We took up the word unwarped (the 
unwarped faith that believeth and hopeth 
all things). For explanation “Cousin 
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Fred” took a small board and held it 
before the fire to show the children just 
how a board became warped by heat, and 
then I asked the “ Wees” if any one could 
now tell what an wnwarped faith was like. 
Elsie thought that if the “hot” were on 
both sides of the board at the same time, 
then the board would be straight (un- 
warped) and not bent up like “a little hill” 
(warped). Then she took her little board 
over to the open fire and held it close to a 
blazing log, and gave it a good toasting to 
see how the heat warped and unwarped it. 
The heat and light of the open fire were 
then taken as a symbol of Light, Life, 
Intelligence and Love. Then every one 
quickly saw just what wnwarped meant. 
Marion held up her hand quick and burst 
out with the truth that a warped faith 
was a faith that was hot within and cold 
without. Marjorie thought that an un- 
warped faith was a faith that the light 
“shined all around it the same on all sides.” 

In the second verse no one had any 
difficulty in understanding that if we were 
always happy (fresh ) we would always be- 
hold the Good. Marion Logan wanted to 
know how we were going to see Good if we 
did say “‘ Blessed are the pure in heart for 
they shall see God,” since God was like 
Love, everywhere, and couldn’t be seen? 
Marion Sleater quickly replied that the 
pure in heart are blessed, and that we 
would see God in Spirit and in Truth. 
She quoted Christ’s words, “My Words are 
Spirit and they are Life,” and said, “ We 
being God’s words, we must be God’s ex- 
pression.” So the questions developed 
that in every act of love and truth and 
kindness we could see God as good mani- 
fest. Marion further pointed out this truth 
in our first Class Thought, “I am loving 
and kind,’ and that the other side of this 
truth was, “ Loving and kindam I.” So it 
came about that we selected for our Class 
Word, ‘‘My words they are Spirit and 
they are Life.” 

Then our dear little sunbeam, Annette, 
climbed upon a bench, and with a face 
twinkling all over with smiles of love, re- 
cited her favorite speech —“ The Lord is 
my Shepherd, I shall not want. Amen.” 
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Anaueton, Texas. 
Dear WEE Wispom —I will write and tell 


you about our country. We have had 
beautiful rains. The dewberries are in 
bloom. I gather the beautiful flowers. I 
can sit in our door and see the cattle in the 
valley. I gather the lovely violets and the 
dewberry’s flowers. I am feeling sad for 
my step-papa has passed out. Please send 
my mamma some loving thoughts. I have 
two little sisters, and one little brother 
three weeks old. Please send mamma 
some sample copies of Unity and Wrz 
Wispom. She lives in Brownwood. I have 


gotten two new subscribers for WEE Wis-. 


pom, and I want “The Wonderful Wishers 
of Wisherwell.” I will close for this time. 
Your loving little sister, 
Detua NELson. 


[Della must live with her grandma, we 
guess. And we will know for her dear 
mamma and the little ones that the loving 
Father blesses and cares for them. The 
sample copies are forwarded. We thank 
Delia for the new subscriptions she has 
sent. If all our Wisdoms would go and do 
likewise we could soon afford to have lots 
of pictures always in Wee Wispom.— Ep.] 


Sreriine, Kan. 
Drar WEE Wispom — We have a cow and 
it has acalf. Lorena, Myrth and I go to 
school. I missed once in speaking. I like 
to go to school. I can cut a snow-star out 
of white paper, my teacher showed me how. 
We have three rabbits. I gotea hundred 

in spelling. I like to read. 
-THanet WriGHT. 
* 

Sreryine, Kan. 
Dear Mrs. Fittmore— We take Wer 
Wispom. I have a little brother two years 
young. My birthday comes in August. 
My school is not four blocks away. I like 
the Pillow Verses very much. I am nine 
years young. I would like to havea Truth 
Card very much. With love and truth, 

your little friend, Myrrs Wricar. 

* 


Sreriine, Kan. 
Dear Mrs. Fittmore—I take Wee Wis- 
pom and like it very much. I like to read 
the stories in the Wrz Wispom. My birth- 
day is tomorrow, March 10th. Iam going 
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to have a party. I will be eleven years 
young. I have been reading ‘“‘ Wee Wis- 
dom’s Way” almost every day. I find 
something new in it every time. I learn 
the Pillow Verses and think them over in 
the day. Easter day comes next month. I 
have written to you before, but mamma 
wanted me to write again, so I thought 
you would like it. I would like a Truth 
card. I will look for my letter in We: 
Wispom. With love and truth, from your 
friend, Lorena WRIGHT. 
For Monday — 
I see the light 
That lives in you; 
I see the love 
That is true. 


* * 


—L. W. 


LaCrosszg, Wis. 

Deak Mrs. FittmorE— The Wee Wispom 
came a day or two ago. It brought as 
usual good cheer and pure thoughts with 
it. Enjoyed the pictures of the little 
baby very much, though I can think of no 
name for a boy. Finding girls’ names is 
where I shine. It wouldn’t be a bad plan, 
it seems to me however, to call him after 
Royal. 

{Extract from Vivia’s letter, the little 
author of the Dorothy Papers. | 


* 


Iowa Fatts, Iowa. 
Dear WeEE Wispom — I thought I would 
write to you. I have taken Wer Wispom 
two years and think it very nice. I would 
like a Truth Card. I think the story about 
“ The Garden, the Gate and the Key” so 
very nice. I have’ four sisters and five 
brothers. Papa takes Unity. The Christ- 
ian Science Class Meeting broke up on 
account of having no teacher. I do not go 
to school now. I quit about four weeks 
ago. I am in the fifth grade. My address 

is Eddie Meyer, Iowa Falls, Iowa. 
Love from your unknown friend, 
Eppre Meyer. 
*,* 

Kansas Crry, Mo. 
Well, the doctors are saying that we are 
all going to have the mumps, and my 
teacher sent me home because my face was 
fat. You know what she said I bad. I 
have been home four days from school, and 
have had a fine time standing before the 
glass. patting my fat face and laughing at 
it. Now, little friends, don’t be afraid of the 
bumps, for they don’t hurt one bit; you 

just get fat for a few days and that is all. 
Two days later: I am all well, and going 
to school again. Good thoughts never let 


—oe hurt you. Sobe happy and think 
only good things. 


Levapa WALKER. 


. 
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‘our ‘Caro- 


Wes 
EDITOR’S SANCTUM. 


LESS the Dear Wisdoms! What 

a nice lot of us we are getting 

to be, and how happy we are 

to be one with the waking blos- 

soms and the starting leaves 

and the thrill of the everywhere-presence 

of glad Spring. But hold! Ye Editor for- 

got how big everywhere is. Why! Geo- 

graphy divides it up into wheres, and puts 
Spring onone 


But here are the Den and Den-ers! They 
have put us off with a few snap-shots, and 
queer ones at that. Ye Editor wonders 
if she don’t feel, under the circumstances, 


.a good deal like that little girl she saw last 


week at the school entertainment, who 
pointed out the figures in “‘ Madam Jarley’s 


‘Wax Works.” They were awfully queer. 


To start with, here are the two houses. 
You cannot fail to see which is the “little 
one tagging on behind.” Well, that’s the 
Den. One little corner of its interior is 
given in the round picture. The stair 
corner too, with a very profound student, 

to appear- 


side and Fall 
on the other. 
So that while 
we are rejoic- 
ing in Spring 


line” ’way 
down 
South Africa 
and our Wis- 
doms in Aus- 
tralia and 
New Zealand 
are having 
Fall. And 
you, dear 
Wisdom, off 
up there to- 
ward the 
North Pole, 
are just. get- 
ting your first 
little gleam- 
of Spring sunshine. But, oh! aren’t we 
glad that there’s no North nor South nor 
geographical division to Life and Love 
and Truth? Omnipresence is everywhere- 
presence, and that’s why we can all be ever 
so close together when we are thinking 
the same true thoughts. Ye Editor feel 
that place or space cannot divide us 
while Wee Wispom gathers us all together 
in loving thought, and teaches us that we 
are children of one Father — 


Filled with loving life and free, 
The same life in you and me. 


ances, hard at 
work with 
books enough 
“=| about him to 
stock ‘a li- 
brary — well, 
that’s one of 
the . Den-ers, 
but the stock 
of books you 
are safe in 
thinking is 
mostly for 
looks. 

The other 
two snaps are 
outside. You 
never can ac- 
count for a 
boy’s taste. 
I suppose it 
was a love for 
novelty and 
contrasts that caused ’em to snap “ Prince 
Chubby ” just as they had inspired a little 
neighbor, not “‘bigger than a minute,” 


with the ambition to trundle the wheel- 


barrow, boy and all. 
And the other, where the hat hides the 
face of the whittling story-teller while his 


audience on the big log listen with breath- 


less interest, and pony comes in for his 
share, this we suppose our student 
snapped-up because it was picturesque. 

You who have been reading Wrz Wispom 


_know something about these three boys 


who call Ye Editor “mamma,” and who 


| 
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had a little new house all their own built outside. You will notice at the right of the 
for them last fall which they named“ The wheelbarrow a little low building which is the 
Den” and so got for themselves the name _ latest construction of our flower-loving boy. 


of Den-ers. There are a lot of things that It is a green-house, and it already has a young 
could be told 


of these queer 
Den-ers and 
their ways. 
They really 
haven’t done 
by us as well 
as they might, 
as there is no 
end to snaps 
they have tak- 
en. Their Un- 
cle Dave calls 


banana and orange tree 
and lots of young vege- 
tables starting. The 
Den-er who has charge 
of this little green- 
house is as happy as a 
bird. And why not? 
He has proven himself 
deserving by his volun- 
tary devotion year after 
year to beautifying the 


this the “Boycroft,” and it is 

filled like a boy’s pockets “chuck 

full.” There’s a fringe round the 

stair-opening made of curios, 

which is not only an original idea, 

but saves a lot of picking up of 

that kind of a thing —the wooden 

spoon from Russia, the birch bark 

canoe from Manitou, the painted 

paddle from Mexico, the star-fish 

from the Pacific, and a lot more 

too long to enumerate dangle from 

the strings which suspend them 

and vibrate to the musje of the concert yard about with a variety of flowers, and by 

held by these gay Den-ers. this means bestowing upon all a joy and pleas- 
Oh, yes, we almost forgot to call your ure. And let mesay to you, Wisdoms, it is the 

attention to a very important acquisition Father’s pleasure that all live in happiness. 


— 
AW 24 
| 
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HARRIET H. RIX. 


SECOND QUARTER. 
LESSON I. APRIL 7. 


The Resurrection of Jesus. 
Luke 24:1-12. 


Gotpen Text—Now is Christ risen 
from the dead.— I. Cor. 15:20. 

Today we have our Easter lesson, and 
we will all enter into this glad spring-time 
with praise and joy in our hearts. Easter 
means spring — the time when every little 
seed that has fallen into the ground since 
last summer wakes up, opens its eyes, and 
comes to life, ready to burst into a glory 
of bud and flower. You might have 
thought that little seed was dead a few 
weeks ago, but oh, no, it was not dead, only 
just resting and waiting for the rain and 
sun to call it forth that it might show you 
how beautiful it could be. 

Did you ever think, children, how unlike 
the great oak tree the little acorn looks, 
or how unlike the golden lily the hard 
bulb appears? Yet the oak is really con- 
tained in the acorn, and the lily in the 
bulb. Just so it is with your little state- 
ments of Truth, for these are seeds, and 
contain wonderful power that make over 
~~ life; yes, bringing out in you a new 

ind of life filled with all Good. 

There are beautiful pictures of the resur- 
rection all around you, for resurrection 
means coming to life, you know, and in the 
spring when everything is new these are 

uite easy to find. The little soft yellow 
chicken coming out of its egg shell, or the 
beautiful, many-colored butterfly bursting 
through the cocoon, are some of these, and 
they all say the same thing — “There is no 
death.” 

You know, children, that Christ never 
died, and you cannot die, so do not be 
afraid of death, because you are going to 
live always, and some of you little folks 
that read today about the Christian Easter 
morn are going to have more power over 
your bodies to keep them here as long as 
you please than the world has ever known 
since Jesus overcame death. You just 
hold to life and youth, and do not let go of 
these for a moment, then you will not get 
worn out nor grow old, but will resur- 
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rect your body every new day into new 
health and harmony. This is the sweet 
lesson that Jesus teaches little children in 
that first Easter. He rolled the stone of 
doubt, fear and sin away, and forever 
shows us that Life is all, the only power 
and the only presence. 

Here is a good Easter statement for you 
to hold, “Christ is risen in my heart, 
alive for-ever-more.” 


LESSON Il. APRIL 14. 
Jesus Appears to Mary. John 20:11-18. 


Goipen Text — Behold I am alive for- 
evermore.— Rev. 1:18. 


Mary Magdalene was on her way to the 
tomb where the body of Jesus had been 
placed after the crucifixion. She expected 
to see the body there just as they had left 
it, but much to her surprise she saw 
instead two white angels, for Jesus had 
already taken up his body and left the 
tomb. 

These angels that Mary saw were really 
lovely thoughts, guardian, helpful thoughts, 
and everybody, yes, boys and girls, too, have 
these two angels always with them to help 
carry them over the rough and stony paths 
of life. I know you would give me good 
answers if I were right with you and 
asked you to name these two angels. 
Would you like to know the names I have 
given them? The one who takes care of 
the head, or the place where you think, I 
have called “Love,” and whenever she is 
near and you let her guide you, you never 
think naughty or untrue things; and the 
one who takes care of the feet I have 
named “Wisdom,” because she always 
leads the Christ-child in paths that are 
right and pure, keeping your feet from 
slipping into the wrong path. One angel, 
you see, puts good thoughts into your 
mind, and the other one makes you do 
them. 

Mary was crying because she thought 
her friend and helper was dead, and so 
because her eyes were blinded by tears she 
could not see right, everything looked 
wrong to her, and although Jesus stood 
right by her and talked to her, she did not 
know him. 

Now, children, that is what seems to 
keep us from seeing that our good is 
always with us. If you let things disturb 
you and ery about it, nothing goes right. 
You know what self-control is, I think — 
you know it is being hrave. strong and true 
at all times, it is having faith in the Good 
and not fearing evil, and much more, all of 
which brings out the Christ. Well, no one 
can reach or see the Christ in himself who 


| 
| 
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is always crying and seeing evil, so do not 
ery; no, not if everything seems to go 
wrong. You cannot make it right by cry- 
ing, but only by being brave. 

Bia you ever notice that the more you 
ery the more do things come into your life 
to make you cry, but if you make np your 
mind to make the best of everything, 
because of the Truth that teaches you that 
only the Good is true, everything good 
seems to love to come your way. 


LESSON III. APRIL 21. 
The Walk to Emmaus. Luke 24:13-35. 


Goxpen Text — Did not our heart burn 
within us, while he talked with us by the 
way ?— Luke 24: 32. 


Cleopas and another disciple whose 
name we do not know were walking, three 
days after the crucifixion, along a road, 
talking of the exciting times they had been 
going through, when they were joined by 
Jesus. Now they did not know it was 
Jesus, because, like Mary, they were too 
sad and discouraged to see things correctly, 
so although their good was right with 
them, not until they began to listen to the 
’ Truth that told them through Jesus about 

the reality of life, did they really see and 

know him. 

You will notice that not only did they 
. listen to Jesus’ true words, but they invited 

him to abide, to stay and eat with them. 
Now, children, you must find a lesson in 
this that you can use. Paul once said, “ Be 
not forgetful to entertain strangers, for 
thereby some have entertained angels 
unawares.” Now this can be applied to 
books, words, advice from others, or a 
statement of Truth as well as to people. 

Suppose someone has said to you, “You 

are a child of God,” and this seems strange 
and untrue, but you are anxious to learn 
what it means, so you open the door of 
your mind and invite it in, asking it to abide 
with you, then you think of it a great deal. 
Now you begin to unite yourself with it, 
just as those disciples did with Jesus when 
they ate bread together, and presently you 
will find a change taking place, what was 
once a stranger in your mind becomes an 
angel of blessing to you. We all have a 
great deal to learn and if we are earnest 
and watchful, meek and lowly, our Good 
will teach us all things. 

Although it is good to talk on true 
subjects, and sometimes express our own 
ideas, yet we must never be deceived into 
believing we know everything, but should 
learn to listen respectfully to what other 


people have to say, for God speaks through 
all His children. 
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LESSON IV. 


APRIL 28. 


Jesus Appears to the Apostles. 
John 20:19-29. 


Goitpen Text— Blessed are they that 


have not seen, and yet have believed. 
John 20: 29. 


After Jesus overcame death he appeared 
to many people, showing them his body 
and teaching them that it was the same 
body that went into the tomb. Our last 
three lessons of this month show us how he 
came to Mary, Peter, John and his other 
disciples. 

Today we do not need to see his body in 
order to believe that the account of the 
resurrection is true, or that God’s children 
have power over death, for the great Truth 
Teacher within reveals this to us, and we 
know that the Golden Text is true, “ Blessed 
are they that have not seen, and yet have 
believed.” Now this is true faith, and it 
was this kind of faith that Jesus had, for 
he had probably never seen any one die and 
come to life again through their own 
power, but he believed it could be done, 
and so the blessing was his. You see what 
I mean, do you not? There are a great 
many things it is well for us to believe 
before we really understand all about them, 
just as it was very wise in you, when you 
first started to school to believe your 
teacher when she said that one and one 
make two. At first you could not see that 
this was true, or realize what it meant, or 
what good it could do to believe it, but as 
you went on with your studies you found 
the blessing in knowing that one and one 
make two. So if you will believe that 
only the Good is true, even when you can- 
not or have not seen the Good, it will prove 
the greatest blessing to you, for this kind 
of faith makes the Good appear. 

What'a blessing it is to always have 

ace in your heart, then you are not only 
appy yourself, but you make others so. 

Jesus was filled with peace, because he 
knew God, and everywhere he went this 
peace went from him like a great light 
that warmed and healed everybody. When 
he came intoa room his first words of greet- 
ing were, “Peace be unto you.” Peace is 
God’s sunshine in true hearts, and each 
one of you isa little peacemaker. When 
things go wrong with you, and cross words: 
come flying into your mouth, just fill it 
quickly with good by saying, “ Peace. be 
still.’ No heart storms can stay when 
these words rise up, for storms are unreal 
while peace is real. You can say these 
words to pain and it will go away, or to 
fear and it will cease to trouble you, for 
these are living Christ words. 
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Wednesday 


Keep Love 


a-loving, 
e 
a-living, 
And joy and health 
You will be giving, 
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